TRAVEL-DIARY
any questions. But now I will try to explain the general
strategic situation to you with a simple map.' Producing
a pencil, postulating our interest as a matter of course,
he drew highroads, shaded in towns, arrowed troop move-
ments; lecturing us like the brilliant sixth-form boy who
takes the juniors in history while the headmaster is away.
Everything was lucid and tidy and false—the flanks like
neat little cubes, the pincer-movements working with
mathematical precision, the reinforcements never failing
to arrive punctual to the minute. But war, as Auden said
later, is not like that. War is bombing an already disused
arsenal, missing it, and killing a few old women. War is
lying in a stable with a gangrenous leg. War is drinking
hot water in a barn and worrying about one's wife. War
is a handful of lost and terrified men in the mountains,
shooting at something moving in the undergrowth. War
is waiting for days with nothing to do; shouting down a
dead telephone; going without sleep, or sex, or a wash.
War is untidy, inefficient, obscure, and largely a matter
of chance.
We asked about the New Fourth Army and were told
that, two days ago, they had been moved to the Wuhu
front. The officers we had tried to see in Nanchang left
Tunki yesterday, to return there. 4But why do you wish
specially to see the Fourth Army?' said A. W. Kao reprov-
ingly. 4It does not differ from the other units, except that
it has a more highly developed propaganda machine.
Wuhu is very quiet just now. The most active sector is
near the Tai Lake. That would be more interesting for
you, I think.'
We got rid of him at last, on the understanding that he
would come back in the morning with some one from
headquarters. Then we could decide what we wanted to do.
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